BRITAIN,    THE   WORLD,    THE   WAR    GOD

THE YALLER STREAK

One of the peculiar things in the make up of the British
character is this * Yaller Streak'. It is a very old story. We
had it very clearly evinced during the French Revolution,
and later in the Napoleonic times. The sympathisers with
the Terror do not matter, that is a point of view; but at a
time when Bonaparte was calling on High Heaven to destroy
the English, it was not helpful to have a very vocal pro-
Bonaparte party in the land. We have seen it in our own
times. We have seen Mr. Lloyd George trying to do his
country harm in the Boer War; we have seen obviously
patriotic British sailors refusing to take our present National
Prime Minister to some anti-British Conference in the
Baltic during the World War. We have seen not only the con-
scientious objectors, but even ourselves tolerate them, when
man-power was of vital importance.

We have seen otherwise sane folk thank God for Gandhi,
I forget why, but presumably because he was largely
responsible for a party engaged in assassinating their
countrymen, and misrepresenting every work of their
countrymen. We have seen one congenital ass of an
encumbent putting the old bunniah's figure in his church
not as a gargoyle, which would be intelligible, but for some
unknown reason.1 That is a delightful sign of the Yaller
Streak when your countrymen are vilified: to lap it all up
like nectar. The old misleader here in Caxton Hall, while
making most atrocious misrepresentations of the licensed
liquor trade in India was loudly cheered by all present at
the ddightful accounts of the moral turpitude of their fellow
countrymen. Had anyone dared so to misrepresent French
Colonial Governments in Paris the nearest pond would
have been too far off to put him in.

1 Happily the parishioners of the parish where the Gandhi plaqw hung
haive evicted it, aid will not even penait it as a gargoyle.